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their horses for them or send them on for someone else to
entertain/

Red-haired Menelaus answered him indignantly. 'My lord
Eteoneus, you have not always been a fool; but at the moment
you are talking nonsense like a child. Think of all the hospitality
that you and I enjoyed from strangers before we reached our
homes and could expect that Zeus might spare us from such
pressing need again. Unyoke their horses at once, and bring our
visitors into the house to join us at the feast/

Eteoneus ran off through the hall, shouting to his assistants to
look sharp and follow him. They led the horses sweating from
the yoke and tied them up at the mangers in the stable, throwing
down beside them a feed of spelt mixed with white barley.
Then they tilted the chariot against the burnished wall by the
gate and ushered the newcomers into the royal buildings. Tele-
machus and his friend opened their eyes in wonder at all they
saw as they passed through the king's palace. It seemed to them
that this lofty hall of the sublime Menelaus was lit by something
of the sun's splendour or the moon's. When they had feasted
their eyes on the sight, they went and bathed in polished baths,
and after the maidservants had washed them, rubbed them with
oil and dressed them in warm mantles and tunics, they took their
places on high chairs at the side of Menelaus son ofAtreus. A
maid came with water in a beautiful golden ewer and poured it
out over a silver basin so that they could rinse their hands. She
also drew a wooden table to their side, and the staid house-
keeper brought some bread and set it by them with a choice of
delicacies, helping them liberally to all she had. Meanwhile a
carver dished up for them on platters slices of various meats he
had selected from his board, and put gold cups beside them.

Red-haired Menelaus now turned to the pair with a hospit-
able gesture and said: * Fall to, and welcome. After you've dined
we shall inquire who you may be. Your pedigree has left a
stamp upon your looks that makes me take you for the sons of
kings, those sceptred favourites of Zeus, for no mean folk could
breed such men as you are.'